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slipping  through  the  window, crouched under  the
shadow of the house, and looked for her mother.

She was hurrying over the rocks, a hundred yards
off. Whither ? To drown herself in the sea 1 No;
she held on along the mid-beach, right across the
cove, toward Arthur's Nose. But why 1 Grace must
know.

She  felt, she  knew not why, that this strange
journey, that wild " The Lord will provide," had to
do with the subject of her suspicion.    Perhaps this
was the crisis ; perhaps all will be cleared up to-night, .
for joy or for utter shame.

The tide was low; the beach was bright in the
western moonlight: only along the cliff foot lay a
strip of shadow a quarter of a mile long, till the Nose,
like a great black wall, buried the corner of the cove
in darkness.

Along that strip of shadow she ran, crouching;
now stumbling over a boulder, now crushing her bare
feet between the sharp pebbles, as, heedless where she
stepped, she kept her eye fixed on her mother. As
if fascinated, she could see nothing else in heaven or
earth but that dark figure, hurrying along with a
dogged determination, and then stopping a moment
to look round, as if in fear of a pursuer. And then
Grace lay down on the cold stones, and pressed her-
self into the very earth ; and the moment her mother
turned to go forward, sprang up and followed.

And then a true woman's thought flashed across
her, and shaped itself into a prayer. For herself she